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perceive them wringing their hands, beating their breasts, tearing their hair, or after some other manner visibly agitated with vexation. Our sorrows were heightened by the influence of what we heard and saw, and one of our number was wrought up to such a pitch of wildness, as to talk of hanging himself upon a bough which shot temptingly across the path we travelled in, but he was restrained from it by the kind endeavours of our above-mentioned companion.
We  had  now   gotten  into   the  most   dusky,   silent part of the island,  and by the redoubled sounds of sighs, which made a doleful whistling in the branches, the thickness of air which occasioned faintish respiration, and the violent throbbings of heart which more and more affected us, we found that we approached the Grotto of Grief.    It was a wide, hollow, and melancholy  cave,   sunk  deep   in  a   dale,   and  watered  by rivulets  that  had a   colour  between  red  and  black. These crept slow and half congealed amongst its windings, and mixed their heavy murmur with the echo of groans that rolled through  all the passages.    In the most retired part of it sat the Doleful Being herself, the path to her was strewed with goads,  stings, and thorns, and her throne on which she sat was ^broken into a rock, with ragged pieces pointing upwards for her to lean upon.    A heavy mist hung above her; her head, oppressed with it, reclined upon her arm : thus did she reign over her  disconsolate subjects,   full of herself  to  stupidity,  in eternal pensiveness,  and the profoundest silence.   On one side of her stood Dejection just dropping into a swoon, and Paleness wasting to a skeleton; on the other side were Care inwardly tormented with imaginations, and Anguish suffering outward troubles to suck the blood from her heart in the shape  of  vultures.    The whole  vault  had  a  genuine dismalness in it, which a few scattered lamps, whose bluish flames arose and sunk in their urns, discovered to our eyes with increase.   Some of us fell down, overcome and spent with what they suffered in the way, and were given over to those tormentors that stood on  either hand  of  the  presence,*  others,  galled and mortified  with  pain,   recovered  the   entrance,   where Patience, whom we had left behind, was still waiting to receive us.